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of India a myth or do these millions really exist ?
In our mad rush from one westernised town to
another we hardly have time to look for the masses.
These wide open spaces through which the train
passes are speckled with a few black dots. From
the fleeting glance you get of them, they seem to be
mere phantoms like scarecrows that have been
placed there to frighten away the birds. Their
bodies are like dark shadows across the face of India.
Nobody ever hears them speak, nor have they any
message to convey. They seem resigned to their
mode of living. To them life is just one long sigh
after another. Yet they sigh for nothing. They
want nothing because they do not know what to
want. They have never seen the lights of the
great cities, never ventured further than their plot
of ground.
Somewhere there is another world, they know.
Somewhere there are other people. But do they
really exist, or is it just another superstition ?
As they look around them, they see barefooted men
and women and children-with-protruding-abdomens
unashamed of their nakedness, unconscious of their
sex, their little bodies shining with sweat.
In the village there are little shops which sell grain
and groceries, and others which sell clothes, and
there is a village patel whom they respect, and now
and again a car passes by, and now another.
Streamlined limousines mean nothing to them and